
The condition of the tw ?tt Ho/if es t 

Buck; Farewell my Lord. E*i,V*k!Vbm. 

2V%. Whofe within there f 

Enter one. 

rX!sfrrah" go will the Earles of Salsbury and Warwick to 
fup with me to night. X(t ° r ^“ 

One, I will my Lord. Lx,u 


Enter the King and Quyenewith her Hawke on herffi andVukg 
Humfrey and Suffolk?, and the Cardinal! , as if 

they came from Hawking* 

gueene. My Lord , how did your grace like this laft flight h 
Bui as 1 caftherofft'ne windedid rife, 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

Km. How wonderfull the Lords workes art on earth, 

Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hand?, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did lore,. 

And on a fodaine fouc’d the Partridge downe. 

Stiff. No maruell if it pleafe your Maiefty, 

My Lord Proteftors hawkes do towre fo well. 

They know their matter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord, it’s but a bafe mmde, 

Httm.lwy L° v< ^ Cardinall, were it not good 

on a Crowne, proud Proteaor, dangerous Peere,to fmoothe it 
th jta fl*Tno*my Lord, why this is more then needs, church 

your Lordly Lordes Prose- 

a °I. fh,p *„ru., F.nplandknowes thy infolencc. ^ 




Yorke and Lane after. 

Queene. And thy ambition GJofter. 

King. Ceafe gentle Queene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefled arc the peace-makers on earth. 

(fard. Let me be bleffed for the peace I make, 

Agamtt this proud Prote&or with my fword. 

Hum. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Hum. Dare: I tel thee Prieft,Plantagenets could neuer brook 
the dare. 

Card. I am Plantagcnct as well as thou, and fonne to Iohn of 
Gaunt. 

hum. In baftardy. 

Card: I fcorne thy words. 

Hunt'. Make vppe no ta&ious numbcrs,but euen in thine owns 
perfon meete me at the Eaftend of the groue, 

Cardi Here’s my hand, I will. 

King: Why how now Lords ? 

Card, Faith Cofin Glofter,had not your man caft off fo foone, 
we had had more fportto day. Come with thy iwordand Buck- 
ler. 

hum: Gods mother Prieft Ilefhaue your crowne. 

Card: Prote&or,prote& thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high, fo dothy our cholkr Lords. 

Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle . 

How now? Now firra,wnat miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
toS.Albones,and hath recciued his fight at the flirine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint Atbones,and his Brethren, with Mu - 
jicke, hearing the man that had bene bltnd between 
twoinachaire 

King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praife. 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne f 
Poore man.htBarmcke pleafe your Maiefty inthcNotth. 

C ^ tiuyn, 
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